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close to you,   I want to touch your hand.   I want to

think of you.  What harm can that do you?
VIOLET: If I were my own mistress I could laugh and let

you do as you choose. But I'm not, I'm bound to you

hand and foot.   It's torture to me.   And the worst of

it is I love my bonds. I can't wish to be without them.

Pm at your mercy, Ronny,  I love you.
RONNY: Oh, but that's enough for me.   I swear to you I

don't want you to do anything that you'll ever regret.
VIOLET: If it could only be taken out of our hands.   If

something would only happen.
RONNY: What can happen?
VIOLET: Perhaps the Khedive will change his mind. Perhaps

the Foreign Office will say you must go to Paris.
RONNY: Would you be pleased? Violet, I want so little from

you. How can it hurt you to give me that? Let us give

ourselves a chance to be happy.
VIOLET: We shall never be happy.  Never. The only thing

we can do is to parts and I can't let you go.  I can't.

I can't. It's asking too much of me.

RONNY: I love you with all my heart and soul. I didn't know
it was possible to love anyone as I love you.

[ARTHUR is hard gaily whistling to himself.
VIOLET: There's Arthur!
RONNY: [Quickly,.] Shall I go?

VIOLET: Yes. No.  Have we got to hide ourselves? Has it
come to that already? Oh, I hate myself.

[ARTHUR comes in.

VIOLET; [Brightly.] You're very gay this afternoons Arthur.

One doesn't often hear you whistle.
ARTHUR: D'you think it's unbecoming to my yeats or to

my dignity?
VIOLET: Shall I give you a cup of tea?